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the Indian Civil Service was overwhelmingly Indian. Nor
would it have been either gracious or necessary to enter
into argument about industrial developments. But I could
hardly help thinking of the fortunes made by Indians in
the cotton and jute trades, to mention but two, or the
fantastically wealthy and powerful Tata combine built up
in the days before independence was even in sight.
In his own mind, Mr. Sharma had obliterated such
occurrences as incompatible with the thesis that a new heaven
and a new earth were created on the day that India became
in law, as well as in practice, full mistress of her own destiny.
The same outlook was still more vividly betrayed after
the main film was over.
I had been apprehensive when accepting his invitation to
the cinema. I had seen Indian films before, and had been
secretly dismayed at the thought of sitting through a per-
formance scheduled to last for three hours. My memories
of past experiences did not encourage me to expect enjoy-
ment ; for in their prentice period Indian film producers
turned out epics whose principal achievement was that they
could be shown without causing an infuriated mob to burn
down the cinemas which hired them. One did not, in
those days, need to know a word of the language to spot
the hero the instant he made his appearance. As soon as
he walked on to his first scene, the cameras tracked in for
a close-up in which the face occupied the entire screen.
The hero responded by opening his mouth so wide that
any doctor in the audience could write a spot diagnosis on
the state of his tonsils ; and an earsplitting volume of sound
strained the output of the loudspeakers to their enormous
capacity.
Much to my astonishment, I found that the latest effort
held my attention throughout. But for the handicap of
language and length, it could have been screened with success
almost anywhere in the East. Photography was excellent,
actors were convincing in their movements, cutting skilful,